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axes, my mother can say goodbye to this house and go off with
another man, for all I care, leaving me here, satisfied that at last I
am equal to handling my father's formidable toys/
As he finished, Telemachus leapt from his seat, thrust the
purple cloak off his shoulders and removed his sword. He pro-
ceeded to dig a single long trench for all the axes; then he planted
them in it, checked their alignment and stamped down the earth
around them. The men watching him could not help admiring
the neat way in which he set them up though he had never seen
it done before. Then he took his stance on the threshold and ad-
dressed himself to the bow. Three times he made it quiver in his
efforts to bend it, but every time he gave the struggle up, though
not the hope that he might still succeed in drawing on the string
and shooting through the iron marks. And the fourth time he
put such pressure on the bow that he might well have strung it
yet, if Odysseus had not put an end to his attempts with a shake
of the head.
'Ah well,' the young prince sighed, 'I suppose I shall always
be a craven and a weakling. Or perhaps I'm too young, not sure
enough yet of my own strength to take on anyone who may
care to pick a quarrel with me. Well, sirs, it is now up to you,
who are stronger men than I, to try the bow and see who comes
offbest/
With this he put the bow down on the ground, propping the
dp against the polished woodwork of the door with the arrow
resting close beside it. Then he resumed his seat. Antinous, in his
persuasive way, proposed that they should all take their turn,
working from left to right, the way the wine went round. This
was agreed, with the result that the first man to get up was
Leodes son ofOenops, who used to officiate at their sacrifices
and always sat by the great wine-bowl in the far comer. Unlike
the rest, he abhorred violence, and their conduct filled him with
indignation. Rising now to take the first turn, he picked up the
bow and arrow, took his stand on the threshold and addressed
himself to the bow. But long before he could string it, the effort
of bending it tired out his delicate, unhardened hands.

